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Y i8 nou) about eiaht ocios m he morning, XA corse the Firgk 
oen shatis of Sunlight iR at have just begun bô pierce | pne 
eastern SKY. Darkness 1$ tnN cover anda Qvardan. Lam coid and 
hungry. My shoes are more old newspapers than leather. toc he 
east few days X dared not l4 my eyes close, Sor I kwow that 


sleep means cect ain recapture... 
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| Xi en still hear the dogs 
bay in iS the not too fac 
distance. L cant stay here any 
longer, 1 must move on. 
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After Yhe blast we came to 
You PROBABLY - the Awsol realization that ht vs 


woNBER HO. TAS | 9" ^ Lhe Pits of QUC collective slomach 
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Lwenky- foot birch bark scroll | 
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Spon which Was scrawled this lve Were p POSSESSION of 


incredible story... We thought it bo the scroll and Sor reasons thal 
be the work o3 some lunatic. will soon become apparang, 


Khe Rev Pants did nok want 
(3 e S TI contents poblerze à 
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ROSE LCN Ask -" Red Balloon felt fear, a Teeng 


Brittle did we suspect that this story 
wad sack. At least not oni the evenine ^ 
when Reb Bartoonm | ayouk was being TSS 
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and debated the wily and 
lecce Vannennevse (head oi 
lS Poli- sci dept) d stood an 
Borsars oU ce hnes koo, | 
None oft fhis phased QS , 
Bot now we spend NAN 


: \ee pless night Krowin 
uin dow obliterating oor equipment and priceless ias ees thé WE iie t 


done 


S \n the bathroom down the hall.) aroused the wrath of the 


: | oul ^ ime Lo catch 
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After Many hours o3 soul- Searching internal 
debare which nad threatened to disruCk the 
iron UNIAN of Reo BALLOON We came to the 
Conclosion thay we can no longer keep this 
Scroll from the people ~ tor we realized that 
what was written on thai bark wasn't a hoax, 
Wasn't khe work of some delirious creature 
but was tne truth, the Goa- damned aw fol 
PU ets 
There sare, as à poblic service, regardless o § 
the Personal risks involved, We dre reprinkin 
Yor the tics time the complete é unabridged 
Version of khe wiamous scroll 


) 


It's hard to say what exactly lured me into the Red Party. Perhaps it was their progressive 
proclamations of peace and justice and freedom, or the friendly smile that one knew would 
automatically appear on the face of a passing sister or brother, or maybe it was the 4-in-1 
magnifying glass, flashlight, whistle and secret decoder ring that every Red Party member receives 
at initiation, Only after it was too late did I understand what was really behind those "progressive "' 


A 


“slogans and “friendly " smiles and "generous" gifts. 


The seeds of doubt were sown in-my mind at the beginning of a criticism™self-criticism~eeting 
that began after the end of the usual morning Give Praise to the Exalted Supreme Servs . of the 
People Comrade Gezuntah session. On my way to the criticism meeting I felt an irresistable urge 
for an Almond Joy. So I figured "Why fight it?" and ran down to the corner candy store and 
liberated a few. As I neared the entrance of the meeting room I could hear Sister Mary criticizing 
herself for not having had a good time at last Sunday ’s Serve the People Local Communal Feast. 


When I walked in all conversation stopped and everyone's eyes became glued to me. Sheer 
astonishment was the expression they wore. After a few seconds that seemed like hours a 
flabbergasted Brother Joseph sputtered out an exasperated “Why Brother, do you realize that you 
are ten minutes late to our criticism-self-criticism meeting? " I then proceeded into an explanation 
of my sudden irresistable urge and how I went to the candy store, but all to no avail. “Brother, I 
demand im the name of the revolution that you accept criticism for this outrageous act of 
individualism and flagrant disrespect for your comrades. " "But, but, but... all I did was go out 
and get a God-damned candy bar. I mean I didn’t mean to be disrespectful. I mean, Shit! What's 
the big deal?" This tack was no more successful than the first one. “Do you accept the criticism 
Brother? Do you accept the criticism? Do you accept the criticism?" The words shot out and 
whuried and danced inside my head until | could no longer bear it. Then there um z silence 


í "DC Ji , ê " DO , We 
nu. ou to leave this room for now because your atrocious behavior has demgnstrated that 
ine x x longer be trusted. You are to report back tomorrow afternoon af four o clock for z 
good dose of Comrade Gezuntah Thought Remolding. I hope you understand that this is in no 
way intended to be a punishment. We are doing this so you can grow and become a good 
revolutionary. This is for your sake as well as for the sake of the party and the people. 


By this time I began to have apprehensions. But still I foolishly clung to the faith in my 
comrades’ sense of justice as well as in myself to be able to convince them of the correctness and 
insignificance of my “outrageous act of individualism and flagrant disrespect. ” 


At the Thought Remolding Session I was made to perform a series of tasks within a prescribed 
period of time. After every run the time period was shortened until it became nearly impossible to 
complete it on time. If I checked in late I was met by a rain of lemon custard pies and a chorus of 
laughter. The humiliation was too much. 


Remolding Session, I simply replied “Yes.” “Do you accept the criticism?" was the next question. à 
I hesitated, All clay yesterday and last night I knew that what I had done was not deserving of such 
ridicule and torment. Now I wasn't sure. My thoughts raced and cascaded through my mind like a 
bolt of lightning. Yes, no, yes, nO, yes, no, over and over and over again. The pressure was 
unbearable, I had to get it over with. "What's the big fucking deal? All I did was go get an Almond 
Joy. I mean, Shit!" They were shocked, stunned, horrified. A crash came from the back of the 
room where Brother Jeffrey fell over from leaning back on his chair too far. Sister Shirley was the 
first to gain her composure. She faced me and said “Man like I am like wierded out. We have 


you still stubbornly persist in refusing to accept them," Then she turned to face the rest of the 
party and said ‘Sisters and Brothers, I am reluctant to make this suggestion but I fear it is 
necessary. Drastic problems require drastic solutions. What we have to do is..." My heart 


pounded like a pneumatic drill tearing through concrete. “... the final solution." A few gasps 
could be heard. 


I had heard rumors of the dreaded final solution. It was something that was only spoken about 
in the softest of whispers as if people wanted to forget that it even existed. The final solution was 
to have electrodes implanted in the brain through which electric shock can be remotely generated 
by any member of the Central Committee. 
I was then seated. Through the open door I could see a shiny steel and white stretcher on wheels 
sort of thing on which I would be tied down and rolled into the operating room, “It’s for your f 
own good, " said Brother Jeffrey, “There’s nothing to worry about. See?" he said as he unbuttoned 
the collar of his shirt and pointed to two small metal terminals that jutted out from the base of his 


neck. Just remember, it's a negative ground and you can clean it with a little bit of water and 
baking soda,” were his final words of comfort. : 


funny little metal thingies sticking out of my neck? Well, that did it. 
With a mighty roar I expanded my chest and broke loose from the clutches of those humanoids 


and made a dash for the door. My “comrades” followed in hot pursuit as they chanted militant 
slogans: “Comrade Gezunta, live like him *— remote control is gonna win!" 


One final word to the wise. Just remember that... 
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Thuy Ngoc is a 6-year old Vietnamese child left 
fatherless by American bombing in South Vietnam. An 
American soldier from Chicago married her mother and 
brought them back there, where Thuy Ngoc now resides 
with memories of bombs and prayers for peace. 


From the Stockyards 


Thuy is lost in morning Chicago, 
staring suspiciously at snowflakes 


that ice the leaden sky about her, 


dampening the fading moon. 

Morning is grey, an American morning; 

the John Hancock building fades in and out 
of her dreams, standing like a silent emperor 
in the center of a soundless inferno. 


The nine steps to the dreams of Thuy Ngoc 
end in angry prayer for all her people. 

The nine steps through the streets of Hiroshima 
end in half-burnt men cooling like codfish 
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lie in uneven rubble: hell and fortune xi 


torn naked from the earth by screams of American bombers. 


Rockets filled the sky like snow, 
whispering the new words of a new world, 
gently, for this ancient land, 

disturbing the armored ways of warriors, 
gently disturbing the buffalo blood. 

And the city, ending in a blanket of flesh, 
stretched like a safety net for Chicago pilot 
who leaned back once towards the flames 
before returning to Thailand. 


Thuy wanders strangely the white streets. 
She hears the ringing 

of telephones, thinks about 

American names. From the stockyards, 

the sound of slaughter rolls in without end. 
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TELEGRAM 
MAY 17 1968 / POLITBUREAU OF THE CHINESE COMMUNIST PARTY 
GATE OF CELESTIAL PEACE / PEKING * 


SHAKE IN YOUR SHOES BUREAUCRATS STOP THE INTERNATIONAL 
POWER OF WORKERS' COUNCILS WILL SOON WIPE YOU OUT STOP 
HUMANITY WILL ONLY BE HAPPY THE DAY THAT THE LAST 
BUREAUCRAT IS STRUNG UP BY THE GUTS OF THE LAST CAPITALIST 
STOP LONG LIVE THE FACTORY OCCUPATIONS STOP LONG LIVE THE 
GREAT PROLETARIAN CHINESE REVOLUTION OF 1927 BETRAYED BY 
THE STALINIST BUREAUCRATS STOP LONG LIVE THE PROLETARIAT OF 


CANTON AND ELSEWHERE WHO TOOK UP ARMS AGAINST THE § 
SO-CALLED POPULAR ARMY STOP LONG LIVE THE WORKERS ANDE 
STUDENTS OF CHINA WHO ATTACKED THE SO-CALLED CULTURAL f 
REVOLUTION AND THE BUREAUCRATIC MAOIST ORDER STOP LONG [ 


LIVE REVOLUTIONARY MARXISM STOP DOWN WITH THE STATE STOP 


OCCUPATION COMMITTEE OF THE AUTONOMOUS & POPULAR 
SORBONNE | 
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RED BALLOON 


Will try to print every three weeks from now on. 


Send letters, essays, poems, ads, hints, 
everything to us at: 


i 
} 

ie a Red Balloon 
Q ( c/o Polity 


Student Union Building 
Stony Brook, L.I., N.Y. 11790 


Some of the articles in the Balloon have been re-printed from other places, 
such as the Surrealist Manifesto on the back page of the Magazine section. 
While their revolutionary historical value is evident, these nevertheless, often 
come ou a sexist Context. and therefore. have not totally projected 2 true 


cA 


In writing our own articles, we have become acu 


. p es, > ha en “ome acuti ly a are tr : e: 1s! E — 
so permeated our society that, in terms of language alone, it is difficult to 


construct a paragraph without utilizing terminology that reflects sexist 
society, even though we do not choose to propagate it. Hence, alternating 
between “he” and "she" when we need a pronoun for a gernalized person, 
although cumbersome, is occasionally employed, along with other such 
devices. Devices alone will neither change us nor society. We need advice from 
you readers on how to reconstruct our language and lifestyles. In the next 
issue we will print some of the things you send us, as well as a detailed 
analysis on Language Manipulation and society. 


© Field Estoepriont, Taty 1978 


"We owe the administration a vote of thanks, 
Gentlemen! . . . applying the thoughts of 
Chairman Mao has given our sales 
a real corporate clout!" 


police at stony brook 


It’s a funny world, and anything can 
happen. You turn on the T.V. set, only to 
discover that Crazy Dick is becoming real 
palsy with Brezhnev and’ Mao. You open 
the paper, and discover that the Yankees 
almost won first-place in their division this 
year. And on our very own campus, 
Director of Security Joseph Kimble has 
practically come right out and said that it’s 
all right to smoke marijuana. You sit down 
for a second, unable to bear so much 
reality at once. You say to yourself, “What 
can possibly happen next?’’ Well, ask no 
more, for it has happened. Kimble just 
announced that, starting this year, Security 
will attempt to hire a number of 
long-haired hippie cops, in an attempt to 
beef up his force and at the same time 
improve student-cop relationships. What 
can all this mean? Is Richard Nixon 
becoming a Communist? Are the Yankees 
really a good baseball team? Is the 
policeman finally becoming our friend? 


. The answers to these questions are, of 
Course, no, no, and no. Nixon is reaching 
detente because the “Communist” leaders 
are selling out. The Yankees are 
approaching the top by default. And 
Kimble, by hiring  hippie-cops, is 
attempting to obscure to the student 
population the real role of police on 
campus. He is trying to coopt the least 
threatening aspects of the “youth 
rebellion," namely our appearance, and our 
proclivity for dope, in an attempt to make 
us believe that the policeman really is our 
friend (he may, in fact, be your 
roommate). Let's face it, dope-smoking just 


ain't the revolutionary activity it used to _ 


" happy to institutionalize it, along with the - 


other superficial trappings of hippie-dom, if 
it will help make their real job easier. You 
are far less threatening to all of the values 
that the cops are protecting when you do 
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Of.course, we must understand that the 
cop is not acting as a free agent, but as the 
enforcer for the laws and values of our 
society. We are not talking about isolated 
instances of police  brutality and 
over-reaction, but about their “legitimate” 
function as it is prescribed by law. Cops are 
not repressive because they're a bunch of 
sadistic motherfuckers. Any given 


. individual cop could even be a nice guy to - 


talk to. It is their function, and not their 
mentality or temperaments, that makes 
cops repressive. The laws of the U.S. are 
geared, more than anything else, towards 
the protection of private property, for it is 
private property that provides the material 
power base for the ruling class in this 
country. The law provides for long terms in 
stinking, inhuman jails for theives, who, 
more often than not, were forced into that 
position by their place in society, thereby 
placing a higher value on property than 
people. A cop is only acting on the basis of 
these implicit values when he shoots down 
looters. Similarly, when cops attack 
revolutionaries and deprive them of their 
supposed rights, he is doing so because they 
threaten the interests of the small band: of 
men who own, operate and finance U.S. 
Business. 

There are always, of course, those 
incidental functions of cops which always 
tend to fool people. When your room is 
robbed, sure, the cop shows up to 
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Kansas Lost Its Last Great Poet 
Kansas lost its last great poet. 


Dusty choke every breath — 


Ho Chi! Minh's works are famous; 


Where are Nixon's poems? Frozen 
Into feats of strength, football fields, 
Battlefields, selection of great films 
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The flat burial grounds, Topeka Times. 


Leaders are poets in the Eastern world. 


China's rich heritage now extends to Mao. 


investigate, and sometimes is 
magnamamous enough to follow through 
on the case, but we should not take this to 
mean that he actually has your best 
interests at heart. He does these things 
because part of his job, as protector of 
bourgeois values, is preserver of the status 
quo, and also because most things that are 
classified as *(crimes," no matter who they 
occur to, are actual threats to those values. 
In much the same way that unionization 
has been generally accepted by the ruling 
class, in much the same way that welfare, 
social security, and other such pittances are 
doled out to the masses, police protection 
for the average citizen is provided only 
because: 1) it helps to integrate the citizen 
into society, and coopt him into believing 
that his best interests lie in the preservation 
of the system, and 2) the cop is not doing 
anything contrary to the interests of the 
ruling class by performing these functions 
anyway. And this brings us back to our 
original point, for it is for these reasons 
that hippie-cops are being hired. The 
situation is somewhat analogous to recent 
attempts to send mostly Black cops into 
major ghetto areas. Ask a resident of 
Harlem, Watts, or Washington if the cop 
becomes any less repressive because he is 
Black. No matter what the color of his skin 
or the length of his hair, it's still the same 
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dope in your room than when you are out 
demonstrating against DoD or organizing 
for the farmworkers, and so, they reason, if 
they ean win the affections of the students 
by allowing this relatively harmless activity, 
there will be far less of an uproar when 
they harrass and bust activities that really 
threaten them. 


Patton, after which he raped Cambodia, 
& Skyjacked), nothing of America will last. 


Perhaps there is a failure, running deep 
"beneath the skyscrape camouflage, 
the money, 
. the sleek steel schools : 
.Poems emerge from struggle. America 
Has no intra-marble struggle 


(only ones of mud, of rotting wood shanties, 
| of miners and poor, assemblyliners). Hauppas = 
All of which brings us to our major Dirth within our leaders, paternatistic scum, 9:30 A.M. 


Reflecting the roots from which they have come -- 
Soulless money, filthy lucre, no struggle -- 
no poems 


point, which is that, while Seeurity people 
can very easily look like anything they 
want, this does not change at all their 
essential oppressive function. You will still 
be able to recognize the cop, no matter 
what he is wearing, because he will still be How to Make a Football out of a 
the one standing in front of banks Policeman: 

protecting them during demonstrations. He Py em 

will still be the one breaking up peace 
marches and shooting Black people in their 
beds. The role of the policeman has 
traditionally been to repress and destroy 
any individual, group, or action that 
threatens the basic prevailing values of 
capitalism. That is the reason for having a 
police force in our society, and all other 
functions are incidental. During the initial 
periods of union organizing, for instance, 
cops did not act as a neutral peace-keeping 
force, but worked actively on the side of 
the employers to help break strikes and 
unions. And the recent and recurring police 
attacks on militants, both Black and White, 
are not a recent invention either, as we may 
see from the Palmer raids of 1919, in which 
thousands of recent immigrants were either 
deported, jailed, or, as in the case of Sacco 
and Vanzetti, murdered. 
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WHAT DOES 
DICK TRACY'S 
DOG SAY? 


everything you didn’t want to know 
about campus secur 


anyway or 


i got those “‘stoned-out-driving- 


ity but discovered 


around-in-my-ear.-shit!-here- 
come-those-flashing-red-lisht- 


again-blues. mama 


If you drive a car on campus, especially 
at night, there are a few things you should 
know about the harassment techniques 
used by campus security to intimidate 
drivers, 


The first category is tailgating tactics. A 
security car with its bright on will stari 
tailgating you, trying to get you to gc 
faster, until you increase your speed to 
over thirty miles per hour (the campus 
speed limit). The flashing red lights will 
then go on behind you and you will be 
pulled over and given a speeding ticket. 
Another tactic is a security car with its 
brights on may tailgate you when you are 
coming to a stop sign, seemingly without 
any intention of stopping when you do. 
You think to yourself, *Shit! I've got some 
drunk behind me who'll crash into me if I 
come to a full stop at that stop sign!" [You 
are intimidated out of coming to a full stop 
— you slowly roll past the sign, at which 
point the swirling red lights pull you over 
for not coming to a full stop. The next 
harassment techniques are the 
**$toned-and/or-holding-paranoid-tactics.” 


. -You willbe driving along with your .- 

mind vibrating and dancing from whatever 
you've just smoked/ toked/ dropped/ 
snorted/ inhaled/ eaten/ or poured in your 
ear. Suddenly, a security car with lights 
flashing will pull up behind you. 
“Goodness Gracious! This is it!" you 
figure, as you slow down and start to pull 
your car over. Then, the security car 
swerves around you and continues down 
the road, ignoring you and flashing his 
lights behind the next car, continuing his 
game like some obnoxious child. They 
usually do this because they have nothing 
better to do at that hour. Afterall, being a 
pig can get boring too. 


Halloween comes up under a grey hat. 

Red leaves rustle restlessly, whispering 
whispering whispering 
‘ispering ‘spring ‘spring 


Black as the charred remains lining Nazi ovens 
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THAT PARKING TICKET "LL TEACH YOU Thar YOU CANT GET AWAY iru 
ING 50 LONG AS SECURITYS AROUND / 


The next is one of the most insidious 
tactics. It is most effective when you are 
carrying dope in your car. You will be 
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iously mentioned condition. A security 
car will pull you over, and the pig will ask 
you for your license and registration. He 
will walk around you car for awhile, 
peering in with his beady eyes with the 
seeming intent of searching. Finally, many 
heartbeats later, with the air of a friendly 
warning (although you may not have 
committed any offense) the pig will hand 
you back your license and say, ‘‘All right. 
Get out of here and urive carefully." You 
grab your license, hop into your car with 
an inward sigh of relief and a sense of 
urgency to leave running through your 
wrecked and befuddled mind, and go 


Time itself taps its nervous frigid fingers, rhythmically . . . 


«a» Quily ... . 


In the moment of my solitude 
drenched with the wet winds 
that:tore holes in my finest clothes, 

Trapped in zebra-twilight, in echoes' 
collapsing wombs, 

sinking 
sinking 
sinking 


In the twilight of my madness 
convulsively the air 
is cut by knives of painful laughter, 
lurching, leaping, laughter, 
laughing, cutting laughter. 

The birds are in range of the bullets. 

Prison doors devour our desires. 


| wanted to be a doctor. 
Stony Brook allowed murderers to recruit here. 
How could they teach me to be a doctor? 


| wanted to be Just, 
within Amerikkka. 
As Camus says; ''| wish | could love my country 
and still love Justice.” 


| wanted to write beautiful poems. 

My poems are filled with anger, with hatred, 

And a loneliness running so deep, as deep as 
dreams, rolling like a dead wave in a dead sea. 


Stony Brook, Amerikkka. You've made 
the thought of love inspire fear. 
Y ou'd tear the wings of angels if you could, 
if we'd let. 


| wanted to be free. You try to lock me 
away for 15 months in your prison-tombs. 

Ah, "how sweet it is to hate one's native land 
and eagerly await its annihilation!” 
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driving off carefully. A few blocks later, 
another security car (or perhaps the same 
one) wil pull you over and ask you for 
ur license and registration. it is now 
you realize 
and badge No. you didn’t get) never gave 
you back your registration. In spite of 
protestation, you are given a ticket for 
driving without registration. This is a 
technique taken from Suffolk County Pig 
Department, so watch out off-campus too. 
Suffolk County Pigs are attracted like flies 
to shit by the STONY BROOK sticker in 
the rear windshield of students’ cars. One 
security pig, John Purcell has boasted that 
if he’s in a nasty enough mood or the driver 
of the car is freaky enough, after obtaining 


your license and registration and going 


back to his car to study them, he will 
return to you and say *Let me see your 
registration too!" If you don't have a 
witness with you, you’re in trouble. 


When traveling at night, try to have a 
witness with you, particularly to check 
your speedometer if you notice that you’re 
being followed. Remember that in your 
rear-view mirror, a security car at night 
looks just like any other car until the 
flashing red lights go on. Above all, never 
carry more than you can eat. 


Have you been harassed by security in 
any way? Tell the Red Balloon about it and 
we'll make sure its published for the rest of 
the student body. Try to get names and 
badge numbers of security pigs who hassle 
you. Happy driving. 
a 


Any time you've got a hassle 
with Security that you think is À 
unfair, let us know. We'll check it 
out and print your letters. 
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mace: next stop, stony brook 


The Security Force at Stony Brook, 
under the direction of “Ku Klux” 
Kimble, has been attempting to have 
chemical-mace added to their repetoire. It 
is, therefore, important for us to 
understand the nature of chemical mace 
and to prevent security from obtaining 
this or any other offensive weapon. 


Chemical mace has been hailed as the 
ideal riot-control agent, and weapon for 
police which will produce far less injury 
and injuries of shorter duration than have. 
guns and nightsticks. Since its invention 
in 1967 it has been used by police on 
everything from demonstrators in 
Chicago, 1968, to a 68 year old man 
during a traffic violation dispute in 
Florida (7), to a Black man attempting to 
visit his brother in a hospital in Ann 
Arbor (3). It has produced continuous 
chest problems for an infant who inhaled 
the spray when it was three months old, 
as its father was being arrested in Maine. 
You can see how it is a very safe 
riot-control weapon. The question is, safe 
for whom? 


History of Invention 


Mace was invented by Alan Litman, a 
Pittsburgh physicist who wanted to 
design a protective device that his wife 
could use against potential attackers. 
MACE and CHEMICAL MACE quickly 
became trademarks of the General 
Ordinance Equipment Corporation. (1) It 
is manufactured by this company, which 
happens to be the Pittsburgh based unit 
of Smith and Wesson Company, a division 
of Bangor Punta Corporation, (3) 


When used as directed, at a distance of 
approximately three feet from the victim, 
in one second bursts of spray, mace is 
supposed to cause temporary loss of 
vision and inability to move. (2) Its 
solvent component cuts away the fatty 
layers of the skin so that the tear gas 


component can burn away at nerve 
endings and cause tearing, It hurts even 
more if the victim has acne. Vapors 
sharply limit breathing and the victim is 


to people’s bodies, its manufacturers and 
inventor insist that no lasting harm 
results. However, saying so does not make 
these claims true. 

The composition of the mace made by 
the General Ordinance Equipment 
Corporation (GOEC) is a solution of .9% 
chloroacetophenone (CN) which is the 
tear gas component, 4% kerosene which 
enables the spray to stick, and some 
Freon propellants in the solvent 
1,1,1-trichloroethane (95%). (1,4) 


These 


HAH! ANYBODY'D colors 
BE CRAZY arte je sT 
TO PAY YOU o9 to. site! 
THAT MUCH! 


incapacitated, helplessly gasping and 


GET IN HERE, BILL! 
| WANT TO TALK TO You! 


Chloroacetophenone is the most 
commonly used tear gas. It causes 
irritation of the eyes, skin and respiratory 
tract, and its prime effect is intense pain 
and tearing of the eyes. (4) It can cause 
permanent scarring of the cornea which 
can result in partial or total loss of sight. 
(8) However, inventor Litman, in the face 


ot all this evidence, says that mace could 
not possibly be harmful because it 
contains such a small amount of CN, 
while the other chemicals in mace are not 
harmful. He says that they have no 
effects on humans and are present only to 
dissolve the CN and give mace its 
spra rable property. (4) 


One of these other chemicals is 
1,1,1-trichloroethane. It has a relatively 
low rate of skin penetration, but it is 
rapidly absorbed through the lungs and 
gastrointestinal tract. (8) And, according 
to the Public Health Service, it causes 
irritation of the eyes, mucous membranes 


and lungs, central nervous system 
depression, apathy, confusion and 
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anesthesia, seve : 
Unctrolled heart fibrillation due to 


sensitized heart muscle may occur. Death 
can result from respiratory arrest or 
peripheral vascular collapse and heavy 
exposure can cause liver damage. (4,8) 

Although it has been found that 
apathy and dizziness can be caused by 
1,1,1-trichloroethane, in his attempts to 
demonstrate the safety and harmlessness 
of his invention, Litman claims that they 
are secondary results of the blinding pain 
resulting from exposure to the CN in the 
mace. 


AGAIN... 


YOU GOTTA BE 
KIDDING! YOU? 
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YOU PUNCHED IN SEVEN 
MINUTES LATE, l'M DOCKING 
YOU AN HOUR'S PAY, AND 
IT BETTER NOT HAPPEN 
OR ELSE / 


IN ELECTRONICS ! 


Kerosene is known to have effects 
similar to 1,1,1-trichloroethane, 
particularly on the nervous system and 
lungs, although it is not clear what it can 
do to the skin. (4) 


Before being released for use, various 
tesis were conducted to determine the 


"d 
effective safeness of mace. According to 
GOEC, tests at the Abilene Medical 
Society, Phoenix Crime Laboratory and 
Almeda County Medical Institutions have 
backed mace. In addition, major medical 
testimony comes from Hazelton Labs. 
This Hazelton test which proved that 
mace did not damage the eyes of three 
rhesus monkeys 48 hours after they had 
been sprayed was sponsored by the 
GOEC! (3) Other ''official" tests of mace 
were conducted on rabbits sprayed from 
a distance of six feet, Then six of the 
rabbits had drops of mace placed in their 
eyes and were checked for two weeks. 
Since the rabbits survived, mace was 
determined to be safe for use on humans. 


(8) 


Mace is not safe and harmless! When 
Dr. Lawrence Rose, a San Francisco 
T en ere e whose specialty is external 
diseases of the eye conducted his own 
EM tests in March 1968 on three 


burns, and corneal scarring, one 


permanently. (5,8) 


When Marvin Harrison, the Black man 
mentioned earlier, was repeatedly sprayed 
in the face with mace at a range of a few 
inches, after he was arrested and 
handcuffed in Ann Arbor, he suffered 
from acute contact dermatitis, nausea and 
vision trouble. Why is it that his face 
became swollen and peeling and the 
entire right side of his face was 
depigmented for at least three months? 
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Why is it that he couldn’t be properly 
treated because the ingredients of mace 
were a secret at the time? 


Again, Sumner H. Kalman, a Stanford 
University pharmacologist, encountered 
two persons who were maced, who 
suffered permanent scars on the cornea, 
and has found that, through animal 
experiments, the reduction of respiration 
produced by mace proved fatal for some, 
and injured most! When two Los Angeles 
policemen deliberately exposed 
themselves to mace their blood pressure 
doubled. Kalman says that such a rise in 
blood pressure could kill a person with 
diseases of the heart and blood vessels. 


(6) 


Furthermore, could Dr. Thomas H. 
Milby of the California Bureau of 
Occupational Health find 22 cases of 
mace injuries to policemen during 1967, 
some of which were severe enough to 
require time off from work, if mace were 
not injurious? Why did the specific 
injuries suffered include an abdominal 
burn from a leaky mace container, first 
degree burns of the arm, face and eye 
after an accidental shot of mace, a severe 
septic throat infection resulting from 
mace burns, and an acute skin 
inflammation similar to exposure to 
poison ivy? 


Why Do You Think They Call It Mace? 
The answer to these questions is 
obvious. Mace is not safe and it is not 
harmless, no matter what Kimble, Pond 
and Toll say. We are told that it’s safe 
because its manufacturers and users really 
don’t care what injuries result from its 
use. They are not the ones that suffer. 
For them it is not important if some 
person is blinded, or suffers from severe 
respiratory, liver or heart damage for the 
rest of their life. It is just a matter of 
routine. When 90% of students at Stony 
Brook voted against use of mace by 
security, Kimble’s only statement was 
that the studeni did not understand the 


press for mace on campus. By claiming 


that it is more humane than guns and 


freedom of choice for us at all — between 
various instruments used to repress us. 


Campus security has requested 
permission to carry and presumably to 
use mace; we must ask ourselves why. 
Mace is a dangerous weapon, and 
weapons are designed to be used against 
people. Security must not be allowed to 
carry mace. 
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what to do when the police come 
some security principles 


This article gives information on security to help people make sensible decisions about survival and safety should 
circumstances make it necessary. Hopefully, most people will never need to use many of these suggestions. But situations 
change, often because of events beyond our control — new repressive legislation may be passed, a friend or acquaintance 
may be forced to go underground, or something else unforseen might arise. 


Repression in this country is increasing. The police and government investigate many people who are not even involved 
in heavy political scenes, and who feel they have nothing to hide. For instance, long-haired people are regularly stopped, 
searched, and arrested on the New Jersey Turnpike. When a bank in Boston was robbed and a guard killed, thirty of the 
most active members of the National Strike Information Center were placed under heavy surveillance and questioned by 
FBI investigators. 


The most important thing about security doesn’t have anything to do with undercover agents, electronic surveillance or 
most of the do’s and dont’s suggested herein. It has more to do with how we relate to each other, to other people — 
neighbors, people we're organizing, local officials, etc. — and to information. 


Know the people you work with; know them deeply as friends as well as political associates. If you know each other 
well, you will know each other's strengths, abilities and weaknesses. Systems, procedures and precautions about security 
can help, but they can't correct the weaknesses and incompetence to which we all are subject. Even if you follow good 
security precautions, but don't know your group's limitations, and therefore, don't know which procedures are bound to 
break down, the best procedures anyone may devise won't help. 


SECURITY PRINCIPLES 


SECURITY PRINCIPLES 
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1. Operate on a need to know basis for certain kinds of information. Some things 
are obvious: don’t talk openly about AWOL’s and deserters, runaways, fugitives and 
those who have harbored them. 

2. If someone you know is obviously reluctant to give you information about 
something she is into, don’t press her unless you’ve got good reason. NEVER 
CONJECTURE OR GOSSIP. 

3. In filling out applications — school, job, license, passport — give as little 
information as possible. The increasing growth of computerized data banks means 
we should be more careful about what kind of information we divulge about 
ourselves and brothers and sisters. Beware of ''sociological studies’; even if the 
interviewer and purpose of the study is on the level, it can be used for other things. 


z 
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suspicions are aroused. Moreover the propaganda covertly waged by the news media 


and the lawnorder myth-makers penetrates deeper than one can observe. Find ways 
that you and your neighbors can help each other, respect their lifestyle and don’t 
give them cause to resent yours. 


SECURITY AT HOME 


The kind of house security you need depends, obviously, upon your situation. 
One concern might be preventing the pigs from looking for and planting illegal 
stuff. Another might be keeping other kinds of not necessarily illegal, but (to them ) 
interesting information (ranging from address books to leaflets out of their hands. 
Or simply you may want to protect yourself against rip-offs. 


Keep doors locked except where locking your door would arouse suspicion. Keep 
phone lists and address books out of sight. Cops and right-wingers often pose a: 
inspectors and repairmen, so don't let in telephone repairmen, plumber, etc., 
without asking to see and scrutinizing their identification. You don't have to let 
them in unless they have a warrant. If you didn’t request them to come, call the 
company to verify why they've come. Stay with them while they work. 


Planning for Emergencies: Set up a phone tree and memorize the phone 
numbers of those who can be of immediate help. Know the name of a lawyer, 
a legal defense office and a friend who could get bail money in case of a bust. 
Contact the Suffolk County Bail Fund at the Smithaven Mall Ministries. If 
children live in the house, they or a responsible person need know what to tell 
the police, how to go and who will be in charge of them, especially if their 
parents are busted in which case they would be ‘‘wards”’ of the state. 

Know the name of a reliable doctor, med student or health care center and 
how to reach them quickly. Agree upon a place to keep emergency money 
that can be easily gotten to at any time and can't be taken by the police. IN 
AN EMERGENCY, DO NOT PANIC. And if you don't know all the facts 
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SECURITY AT MEETINGS 


You can assume that public meetings, particularly large well-advertised ones 
are infiltrated. Informers’ reports contain information on who was there, who 
said what, and even license plate numbers of cars in the vicinity. 


Rules: 

1. Park several blocks away. 

2. Don't register or sign any lists that get passed around. 

3. If you're running meetings, have each person fill out a slip of paper rather 
than sending a list around. 

4. Don't always meet in the same places. 
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ED.I. 47 


Robert Simpson, 22 year old dropout from Uentra! 
Islip High School and convicted felon for possession of 


ioca Pet E 


In late June, Simpson was visiting the Islip town 
offices for a traffic ticket. He went into the deputy 
clerk's office and started talking about the man, and 
slums, and the vicious little details about living in 
Central Islip ghetto. Built by the local political leader in 
1956, the Central Islip ghetto houses were designed to 
fall apart in five years. As a result the flat, depressing 
slum grew in the 1960's. 


Simpson asked where he could get information about 
who owned the houses in Central Islip, because he heard 
that town and county officials were buying the slums 
cheap, converting them to  overcrowded welfare 
apartments, and putting pressure on Social Services to 
hike up the rents. 


Bearing that in mind, it is a crime to violate the 
county health code with dilapidated housing, use 
political influence to get rent money, and illegally 
convert houses without building permits. Simpson knew 
this, and visited the office of the Islip clerk's office three 
times, where all the secretaries would turn ghost white 
when Simpson walked in with his paperback copy of 
"Malcolm X's Lectures at Harvard," and Herbert 
Marcuse. Simpson also called the Islip clerk's office on 
the phone which is tapped all the way down to the local 
political bosses headquarters, explaining how he was 
going to write up who owned the houses and compare it 
with the list of town and county officials. 


On a certain Monday in July he called the tapped 
clerk's office to announce that he was going to type up 
the hot political material and give it to Newsday. 


Two nights later, Simpson was arrested as an 
"onlooker" for a robbery which was tipped off to the 
police. 


In the past several weeks, Simpson has been held at 
$1500 bail, He doesn't want to talk to anvone. 


COMMUNICATIONS 


There is no way of telling for sure that your phone is not tapped. Occasionally 
there are ways to find out if your phone has a crude tap, but hearing funny noises 
on your line is almost certainly Pa Bell's fuck-up. Taps are sometimes used to get 
evidence for trials, but in such cases a warrant need be obtained by a judge 
authorizing the tap. More frequently taps are used without warrants to get leads 
for obtaining evidence. The Justice Dept. acts on its own assumptions concerning 
national security without consulting a court, not that this really would matter, 
though it is an interesting point to be raised by the defense at a trial. 


Most taps involve a voice-activated tape which may be played back in a day, a 
year or never. The number you are dialing from your phone can be easily 


button that istha or put the phone under pillows. Most bugs must 


recorded but it takes at least three minutes to trace an incoming call. Some pay 
phones are randomly tapped. Others at Movement Centers and hangouts are too. 


Obviously don’t say anything you wouldn’t want the pigs to know over the 
phone. It’s also not a good idea to discuss anything that could be a lead: even 
such phrases as “‘Let’s not talk about that over the phone” are risky, as are stilted 
pauses of “I understands.” If a conversation takes a dangerous turn, it is just as 
easy to say, “The rice is boiling over” and arrange a time to meet. If someone 
calls and says something outrageously illegal over the phone (like “T’m a deserter, 
will you help me”), don’t feel it’s “rude” to hang up. You can tell the person to 
call back and obtain the phone number of a movement lawyer, since attorneys 
have more immunity in such situations. 


We know little about the frequency of hidden microphones and transmitters. 
Play it safe: conspire in public places. But if you must use a movement house, 
unplug the phone or unscrew the cap of the mouthpiece and take out the 2-inch 
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the power source replaced every three days or so. 


. Mail: If you suspect that mail is being stolen from your home mail box, either 
get an internal mail drop or use a post office box. By and large, incriminating 
letters and documents should not be moved through the mail as there is a whole 
system of miniscule penalties that can fuck you up. 


ENCOUNTERS WITH THE COPS 

When the cops hassle you, it's important that you know your legal rights and 
how to act in accordance with them, If you do not know your rights, the best 
rule to follow is to give your name, address AND NOTHING MORE. Although 
the cops probably will do what they want anyway, cases have been dismissed 
because of technical illegality of police actions. If the police come to the door, 
the following procedures should be followed: 

1, Keep the door locked and ask who it is. Ask for a warrant, and ask for it to. 
be slipped under the door so that you may inspect it, which is your right. DON'T 
INVITE THEM IN, A warrant is necessary for any forced entrance, no matter 
what the police or an agent posing as some other tell you. 

2. If they have a search warrant check it carefully. It must have — name of 
arresting officer, date of the search, the exact premises, and what is being sought, 
If all this information is not there, the warrant is invalid. Keep a copy if you can. 
An "arrest warrant" should also be scrutinized. If the person on the warrant is 
inside, have her leave by any means. This means that the police can't search the 
house legally. 

3. Whether or not the police show a warrant, say that you do not give your 
consent for them to search (loud enough for witnesses to hear). Stall entry as 
long as possible and use the time afforded wisely. 

4. Don't claim to own anything illegal that the police find. Follow them 
around to make sure that they don't rip you off or plant contraband. 


ON TALKING TO THE FBI . 
AND OTHER AGENTS : 


The FBI's job is to gather information and not all of it comes from bugs and 
informers, Sometimes movement people supply it. Benjamin Spock invited the 
FBI in, sat down, ran down his politics for an hour and at the end said kiddingly, 
"I've probably given you enough information to hang me." He had. This 
information, including this last statement was used in a distorted way at his trial, 
manipulated by the government. Moral: DON’T TALK TO THE FBI. 


Some of us get scared when an FBI agent identifies himself at the door. We 
answer a few “simple’’ questions because we are afraid not to, afraid of 
commiting a crime by not talking. Our fear distorts our judgment. Sound simple? 
Before you can say *'go away" they start in: ‘“‘There’s a warrant out. Where is Joe 
Kimble?" Warrant??? Kimble??? Oh Jesus, they're goiug to arrest Joey. WRONG. 
There is a warrant for someone — they didn't say who — and maybe want to talk 
to Kimble and maybe want to see your reaction and maybe want to see if you 
know where he is. © 


THERE IS NO LAW REQUIRING US TO TALK TO AN FBI AGENT. NO 
CRIME IS COMMITTED WHEN THE AGENT IS BRUSHED OFF AND THE 
DOOR LOCKED, The only way you can be made to talk is under subpoena. It 
isn't rude but revolutionary not to give in to repression. 
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news roundup 


Nixon had a $500,000 lincoln 
continental built for him. It was built like 


a tank, bomb and bulletproof, with all | 
the plush luxuries that the King normally 3 
has. As it was driving into a Gulf Service ; 


Station last month, Orville Jackson's 


$197 Peugot bicycle collided with the. 
car. The scene was rather messy, with f 
damage, as estimated by the police, ‘‘in . 


excess of $100," apparently all to the car. 
The bike wasn't damaged, although, 
according to Newsday, Jackson “had to 
straighten the handlebars before pedaling 
home.” The spirit of the people is greater 
than the Man's technology. Right on! 


Nixon's House 


San Clemente, California: Taxpayer's ` 


have paid for replacement of the heating 
system of Nixon's seaside residence in 
San Clemente. Using $13,500 in public 
funds, a spokesman from the Secret 
Service justified such an expenditure by 
saying that the previous heating system 
was "In such a condition that it was a 
threat to the President's safety.” Did you 
ever wonder why working people can’t 


afford to live in decent houses, let alone - 


resorts, and many people in ghettoes and 
slums have no heating at all throughout 
long winters? Good Old Nixon. Always 
using our money for the good of the 
people. 


Along Similar Lines 

Washington D.C. (LNS): It's not too 
often these days that a union can win a 
salary increase in. excess of the 5.5% 
cutoff decreed by Nixon’s Phase Two 
Economic Policy. But some other people 
are more fortunate. 


While the Pay Board watchdogs 
‘ dilligently sniff through union ledgers, 
Henry Ford .the 2nd, chairman of Ford 
Motor Company, slipped himself a 
generous 37.8% pay increase this year. 
And his sidekick, Ford president Lee 
lacocca, now has a pay envelope that is 
| 43.3% fatter. 


| The International Telephone and 
4 Telegraph Corporation’s Harold S. 
| Geneen, who was recently caught trying 
{ to buy off the Justice Department for 
; $400,000, can easily afford it — it's only 
| Six months pay for him. Last year he was 
paid $812,494 — up from $766,755 in 
1970. 


Senator William Proxmire (D-Wisc.) of 
Fthe Joint Economic Committee of 
* Congress, reported recently that the 
faverage corporate chairman received a 
412.596 pay raise in 1971 — 7% over the 
j cutoff. 


Corporate big shots don’t have to live 
on just their ''wages'" either. Most are 
stockholders in their own company (and 
others too) and often their dividend 

|income equals or surpasses pay and 
assorted bonuses. 


For |. instance, David Rockefeller, 
already the world's highest paid banker, 
picked up an extra $829,706 in pocket 
money from his Chase Manhattan Bank in 
dividends and interest last year. 


It doesn't look like Nixon's Pay Board 
j is ready to do battle with the corporate 
offenders although the New York Times 
recently reported that the board “is 
observing all this corporate largesse with 
| interest.” 


When Is Youth Culture Not Our Culture? 


Miami (UPI) — Billionaire recluse 
Howard Hughes now wears a chestlength 
beard, shoulder-length hair and has 
curling two-inch toenails, according to a 
yacht captain who said he transported 
Hughes in a predawn "hush-up" trip from 
the Bahamas to Florida last February. 


Capt. Bob Rehak said in a copyrighted 
story in the Miami Herald yesterday that 
Hughes, 66, was carried on the yacht 


"Cygnus" on the stretcher, covered with ` 


a sheet and wearing only a bathrobe. 


“The only thing they had was food and 
a couple of little satchels," said Rehak, 
55. 


"Mr. Hughes was still asleep and they 


rolled him into the pilot house. He'd 


wake up briefly, then go back to sleep, 
and he snored like a horse." 


Another example of the racist nature 
of the courts in America is the following 


| Story, dug out of a James Wechsler | 


| 


| column in the New York Post. 
| Joseph Mack, co-chairman of the 
_ National Conference of Black Lawyers, 
' was held in contempt of court by Judge 
Irwin Davidson. Fined $50 by the New 
: York State Supreme Court Judge, Mack 
_has filed appeals. What follows is the 
transcript of the Court. See if you find 
Mack guilty of contempt. 


Mack (questioning prospective jurors as 
, to their racial prejudices): Do you agree 
that the law is enforced equally against 
everybody, black people, white people? 


The Court: I'm not going to allow that 
question to be asked in my courtroom. 

Mack: | think it's a proper question, 
your Honor. 

The Court: You do, do you? Well | 
won't allow 
courtroom because in my courtroom 
there is no question like that going to be 
asked. 

Mack: My experience with the Court 
your Honor... 

The Court: | don't want to know your 
experience with the Court — you tell me 
what your experience is with this court 

and no other. 
. Mack: | state my objection to the 
ruling of the Court... 

The Court: Mr. Mack, if you raise a 
racial question in this court and infer that 
| or this Court over which | preside, am 
, not absolutely 100% impartial, | will hold 
; you in contempt. I will put you in jail. 

' Mack: Your Honor... 

| The Court: Just a minute. 

| Mack: If this is the attitude of the 
; Court I shall be held in contempt. 


it to be asked in my > 


| The Court: Clear the courtroom. 
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. The Court: | want to reiterate what | 
| said, Mr. Mack. Now I know that you're 
: probably very sincere, but so am |. | 
! don’t preside over any court that indulges 
_in any racial prejudice; and if there is the 
slightest suggestion that | do, it is 
contemptuous and insulting to this Court. 
And if there's the slightest inferences 
that |, presiding in this Courtroom and in 
i this County would not give a man a fair 
trial because of the color of his skin, and 
‘you make that suggestion to a jury, | will 
hold you in contempt, sir. 
Mack: | should like to be heard, your 
Honor. 
| The Court: | don't want to hear you. | 
: don't want to hear you. I’ve heard 
enough, and | feel very insulted and very 
. hurt. The only thing l'II hear from you is 
i En an apology. 
LidddddiddihbissdstissslsddididdddiddiidacdidddidddadddddddddadddddddddddedadeacCQAzuxzzcz”EZZkzz2z2Q2QQuAAA2EZZTZzZZDAZBBTQEQ0EEQDDZZEAZAZEZZ Ma ck: Your Honor, if you want to 
take it off the record, you may. | prefer 
Mc eres _to have it on the record. | think the Court 
' should hear me. 
| The Court: Well you better be careful 
what you say. 
. Mack: Do you want it on the record or 
off the record? 
;, The Court: Everything is on the 
‘record. If you infer that there's the 
! slightest bit of racial prejudice in me — 
|. Mack: Your Honor — 
The Court: You better get you're 
: toothbrush; you're going to jail. 
|. Mack: | will make the statement your 
; Honor. | have had trials in Bronx County, 
;and without exception in the case where 
jurors were to be picked, they were 
picked in a racially biased manner. 
i The Court: Is that happening in this 


e 


ES - 


LIBERTY  WITH- 
OUT SOCIALISM 
IS PRIVILEGE. | 

SOCIALISM 
WITHOUT 
LIBERTY IS A 
BARRACKS. 


— — 


iil 


Sarrow George crossed a narrow corridor and spurted out onto Worden Street an old umbrella swinging loosely 
at his side he thought almost aloud to the indifference of an animated wave which lapped at his body in gentle 
automation — ah but to be the victor — his walk was brisk for were he to stop become a stationary circuit a fixed 
point bombarded with sound the din of an ocean and all its creatures sight leering heights the only real flesh show 
in town gnarled old women with their teeth rotted out in shit stained flowered dresses Fascination the E 
bourealis of pinball heaven racing pinstriped businessmen fruit bobbing in the sea smell a stinking haze the 
gaseous stench of technology whore rot...... . he just dare not stop 


Contrarus computer capitol had that day declared a state of impartiality in accordance with the rule of 
governmental reform the social address screamed it housewives lamented it politicians choked on it and even 
Sarrow George of the tattered trench coat nodded a cautious admonishment sitting at the fountain of his 
childhood’s luncheonette where there had once been a tried friend or two root beer floats a pile of aspiration and 
a stack of baseball cards he sipped the piss poor news thinking — there had been only shadows as memories be he 
had seen only shadows as vision is blind he had heard only shadows as shadows are mute he had been only mute 
as shadows are silent he had run only falling as silence is stifling he had slept as the fetus as birth is a moron and 


he spoke only nonsense as sense is a judgmenent presided over by the mystic troika Fa sie T of silence that courtroom? : IE in 
i i ly acknowledged the transparent fourth her loins a winter's blanke Mack: It has begun to appen in 
flow like the night and the barely ackn g oGürisogmr. add. 1. will: specie. He 
The greasy obituary shrank behind him a commitment disavowed a fortune long forgotten an aggregate was incidents... 


The Court: Will you wait just a minute. 
| don't have to listen to a tirade like this. 
This is so ridiculous. 

Mack: That's the point. | think you 
should hear your Honor and I think the 
fact that you don't listen indicates — 

: |: The Court: All right. 

Neon flickered Sarrow clasped his hands silently deserted in his silence left only to gaze her blood and the ill | MAGIC: coe racial bias on dhé part st 
aimed seed of Osiris on twilight's sidewalk coagulating with the grotesque deranged beauty — ah but to be the | the court. | do think so, ud ae ae 
victor — his sepulchral -chord condensed on evening's sterile air the viniettes were over Sarrow had seen them The Court: Is that so? Well, | wa 
and lived them and drawn them deep inside himself the pieces fit and the sentence was clear in clarity s very own 
interruption he opened his eyes mid day sun shot through the corridor through them and like a poison arrow into 


| 
forming at the corner once sacred it strained to conform to conic proportion they mumbled he listened they | 
cheered he sank they pushed he stood a cloistered citadel by mute indifference ......... and finally the rapist | 
emerged his eyes 'aglaze smiling and shaking hands like a guest at community tea she had been good that pretty | 
long haired secretary bloody on the pavement who had once curtsied in crinolines entertaining her prince in royal | 
dreams patiently awaiting the one regal pain of purity | 


you. Now | hold you in summary 


| contempt; and I'll punish you right now. 
| l'm fining you $50; and the next time 
| you do it, you'll go to jail. Nobody can 
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nemi ten Mem iE charge me with racial bias. ' 


unpatriotic rage 
burns red-fire fight red 
blood red-white-blue ~ 

stagnant stenched mud bed 
lies dead-arms spread-cross lays 
dead crucified around his neck 

face, young, hairless, missile hole 
left side, brains spill out, red-white-blue 

body bag brown covers feet 
body slips to final rest 
put aboard chopper-flies to heaven 
tagged in Bein Hoa 
embalmed in American honor 
life dies drops blood red 
on plates of presidents 

flown home, coffin draped red-white-blue 
honor, justice, forgotten, mother dispairs 

Honor! son dead-she’s drugged drowsy 
military mercenaries march erect white gloves 

cover red-blood hands . 

pine box pitted 

grass green 

watered red 

tears-red 
stone-white, sky-blue 


TO A NEEDLEFREAK 

Are you needling me 

she asked 

licking her lips 

and eyeing 

my crotch 

no i said 

not understanding 

i wish i was 

all right she said 

not understanding 

come on 

and like the camel 

threading his way in 

to heaven 

i came in 

to her 

and she looked like some 
old/time doctor 

doing some blood/ 

letting 

me know 

i could be a leech to her 

a bloodsucker 

taken in one more time 
don't get off 

till you get me off 

-she said 

and i knew she liked needles 
better than fucking 

what a dope i am 

i thought 

to her i am shot in the arm ^ 
"administered in the cunt 
and fucking her 

is something like having a fit 
and withdrawal is its own kind of relief 
and this kind of punishment is its own reward 


before this i've been a dope 

but i've never been dope 

and my father the doctor 

used to give me needles 

to make me grow or something 

so i don't think it's all that romantic 

but she'll shoot anything 

sea water blood swamp gas petroleum jelly me anything 


‘and i 


reduced to blood 

still wanted to be 

a transfusion spasm of plasma 
to her 

and i 

reduced to dope 

still wanted to wiggle in and out 
in her veins 

and somehow reach her head 
and turn her on 


.and maybe even destroy a few 


cells 

you're weird she said 

this can’t be happening 

i don’t believe this is happening 

and really it wasn’t 

and i was all alone 

and she was nowhere 

and it 

was a pipedream 

i played 

on my own pipe 

and i came 

in my own bellybutton 

and looked at the slimy liquid 

caressing my umbilical stump 

and thought 

if she could shoot that i bet 
she would. 


Did you ever take some time 
out to think about the physical 
set-up of your classroom, or the 
dynamics of student-teacher 
interactions? After spending 
seventeen years in the public 
mis-education system, I have 
concluded that the physical 
layout of most classrooms, 
lecture halls, etc. only serve to 


reinforce in the minds of 
students and teachers alike, 
traditional notions of 
student-teacher relationships. 


This means the notion of the 
all-knowing, untouchable 
teacher that so  benevolently 
allows us poor students to drink 
their wine of knowledge. These 
relationships are far too 
infrequently noticed by the 
students and even less often by 
the teachers, And when they are, 
the enlightened individual 
usually just accepts them as a 
universal reality of education, 
and consequently lets these 
relationships go unchallenged. 
Let's examine the physical 
set-up first. 


The teacher (professeur, 
doctor, learned one, wise old 
sage, etc.) be it in a lecture hall 
or a classroom is always at the 
front of the rogm, The seats are 
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In ail our 25 years of business, we 
have never offered a better value. 
Big, Handsome, Durable, Comfort- 
able, Upholstered in long-life Vinelle. 
with breathable" gros-point seat, 
22"W x 19"D; tufted back with head | 
rest is 31" above seat. Sully adjust- 
abie, with walnut base and easy 
rolling casters. On display at our 
i showroom, 
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always arranged so as to focus 
on one point or at least one 
plane. This area is the place in 
hich the teacher is doing her or 
his thing. Either the teacher is at 
a desk in front of a classroom or 


behind a lectern facing an 
audience. Such arrangements 
have two effects. Firstly, it 
encourages students to pay. 


ttention only ta the spectacle 
hat’s taking place at the focus, 
o fixate only on the teacher. 
hus students tend to ignore the 
other people in the class. 
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-really needs this much more - 
it's that 


Students that speak up aren t in 
the spotlight and haven't 
received top billing. They’re not 
on the stage, therefore they get 
less attention. This is 
particularly true in big lecture 
halls where from some seats, an 
awkward shifting of the body 
and twisting of the head is 
required in order to see other 
people in the audience. 


Secordly, this location of the 
teacher surrounds the teacher in 
an aura of mysticism and 
magnificence, The teacher 
presides over the class like a 
judge in a courtroom or a father 
figure at the head of a table. 
This mystifying effect is more 
blatant at a lecture where the 
lecturer stands behind a lectern 
(or pulpit) high up on a stage 
and is at least several yards away 
from the front row orchestra. 
Communication to the disciples 
must be done, through a 


. microphone. In such a setting, 
‘not only does the lecture appear 


to be unreachable and above the 
members of the audience in an 
abstract sense, but in the actual 
physical sense the lecturer is 
unreachable, 


There are other physical 
properties of a classroom that 
serve to emphasize these 
student-teacher distinction. 
Look at the desk that the 
teacher gets in most classrooms. 
It’s a huge 3’ x 5’ hunk of plastic 
and metal with all this room on 
which the teaching machinery 
can be sprawled. Now examine 
the students’ **desk." It’s just a 
small slab of phoney wood 
jutting out from a chair that’s 
barely enough to fit an 8" x 10" 


. notebook. 


Why does the teacher get such 
a big desk and students don't get 


» 


any? Could it be that the teacher 


table space? Or maybe 
this unequal distribution of 
furniture helps to condition 
students and teachers alike into 
accepting the notion of the 
untouchable teacher. (Well, if 
the teacher gets bigger desks it 
must be because they are better 
than us.) What do you think? Is 
it intrinsic to the nature of 
teaching that a teacher requires 
fifteen times more desk space 
than a student? 


Check out. the chairs in most 
classrooms. Ia my English class, 
the teacher gets a big, soft, 
plushy, fake leather, reclining 
swivel chair. My seat is just a 
hunk of hard. plastic. Think 
about this one. Is it intrinsic to 
the nature of teaching that a 
teacher requires a soft, throne 
chair and a student requires a 
hard seat? 


The more I think about it the 
more I realize that most 
classrooms are designed just like 
the courtrooms over in 
Hauppauge. In Hauppauge, the 
judge sits on an elevated 
platform above everyone else in 
the room, just like a lecturer. His 
chair is the most luxurious and 
comfortable that can be wrung 
out of Suffolk County taxpayers 
while the lawyers, defendents, 
jury, witnesses, observers, etc. all 
sit in hard metal folding chairs. 
The judge is the supreme, 
omnipotent, wise old sage that is 
considered to be above the lowly 
forms of life that are made to 
crawl and creep around in 
courtrooms. This distribution of 
artifacts and seating 
arrangements are all designed to 
remind the various courtroom 
players of their place, lest they 
get uppity and forget. (In case 
that happens there are plenty of 
armed and dangerous cops on 
hand. It's just like school. 


That most teachers and 
students accept their roles is 
obvious from the types of 


interactions that they take part 
in. I've noticed that many times 
a student that is speaking in a 
class will only talk to the teacher 
and no one else. I often feel as if 
I'm in a movie theater watching 
two people having a private 
conversation on the screen. It's 
as if the other people in the class 
don't exist. The teachers rarely 
question this type of 
relationship. While a teacher is 
being addressed in such a 
manner, the usual teacher 
reaction is to nod or shake the 
head at the appropriate times, 
thus acknowledging that the 


conversation is being addressed 
to her or him. Why is it that I 
never get the feeling that I must 
in some acknowledge that I am 
listening to a student that is 


impressing the teacher. 


Most teachers that I’ve had 
insisted that they be called Mrs. 
or Mr. or Miss. I’ve even had a 
couple of schmucks that got 
pissed off if you didn’t call them 
“Dr.” Of course they call yeu by 
your first name, if they 
remember it. Most students and 
teachers don't challenge this. It's 
just accepted as another one of 
those inevitable realities of the 
human existence that can't be 
changed. Again, a parallel can be 
drawn to the courtroom, The 
judge is always “Your Honor." 
You can’t call a judge Joe or Bill 
or anything else but Your 
Honor. If you try, you get 
contempt of court and a couple 
of days in the can. It's all part of 
one big conditioning process. 


WV" Sowre sick er rin, | 
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“The real meaning of revolution is not a change in 
management, but a change in man . This change 
we must make in our own lifetime and not for our 
children's sake, for the revolution must be born of 
joy and not of sacrifice." 

—Daniel Cohn-Bendit (“Obsolete Communism’’) 


As a professional sociolog ist, 
y file has become my life all my 
thoughts , feeli ngs emotions, € ex- 
Jderiences are in my pre. When 1 
et confused or bored, I simpl 
Shuffle through my ile. 
to aet new ideas. 


I don't want to give up 
my yacht, my water-tight safe 
for papers and books and my 
Skiing in S Moritz with 
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Eee ceu TR : 
with all of this bullshit, here are 
some tips that will liven up your 
classes if you still bother going 
to them. 


1. Arrange all the chairs in a 
circle so everyone can see and 
hear everyone and not just the 
teacher. 


2. Call your teacher by her or his 
first name. 


3. Throw out your teachers' 
desks. 


4. Throw out your teachers' 
chairs. 


5. Throw out your teachers. 
(most of them anyway) 


6. DO IT TODAY! You!l feel 
good, 
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Ana be turned against — 


Fifteen years later 

As Stalin is sleeping 
Ramona reads Trotsky : ES i 
By the light of a candle d Tos 
And sighs to herself. : A d ey 


October was Freedom, 
October was Crimson, 

Russia was rising 

And moving the world. 


Fifteen years later 
Lenin looks lonely 
As he lay under glass 
In the Kremlin wall. 


Fifteen years later 
Ramona stares dreaming 
Through frosted windows 
At the soft snow 


As it covers the earth 

In blanketed beauty, 
The frozen trees twisting 
The meaning of things. 
Ah—Russia is lovely — 

The coffee is hot 

And tomorrow our country 
Will be so much stronger. 
Trudging the tracks through ` 

The snow in the morning 
Thousands of workers 
Are building the land, 


Day after day, slow, 
The work load is heavey, 
Yet on and on they push, 


The steel pours on. TS ioe seria m 
Rolls back the onslaught 


Of fascist attacks 
And begins to redo, 
Once again, the country. 


As years become decades 
Sons are now fathers 
And women are working 
Along with the men, 


Fifty years later 
Ramona reads Trotsky 
Alone by the light 
That hangs from the ceiling. 


The black cloud of fascism 
Captures a nation 

And battles great Russia i 
Through cold wintry months: 


Surely life is better 
By far than before. 
Yet...yet...sixty years old 
She looks out the window 


The brave Russian people, 
With no help forthcoming 
Are forced to destroy 
Tneir proudest creations 


At the factories she built, 


Lest they fall into aft the socialist dream, 


— 


a. 


The Motherland. 


Fifty years later 
Some students are signing 
Petitions and trying 

To set apart rhetorical 
Dogma from Dream. 


But the same endless ioil 
The same hungry spirit 

That sustained every worker 
For twenty-four years 


What’s the world coming to? The Russians have 
invited Pepsi Cola to The Party. 

They re getting ready to bottle and sell the capi- 
talist elixir in the U.S.S.R.—but that’s only-a straw 
in the wind. They re shopping for all kinds of tech- 
nology in the U.S., from foundries to supermarket 
checkout systems. 

The new Fortune Magazine tells you why: the 
Russian economy is in a very tight bind. Its growth 
rate is down to nearly zero. There isn't any more 
labor to pump into it and greater capital investment 
can be made only at the expense of consumer prod- 


Ramona’s young daughter 
Works in a hospital 

That her mother helped build 
By her so patient sweat, . § 


But come the night, 
Though beauteous and cold, 224 
She dances through darkness Kas 
With hat pulled low 


With comrades hungry 
For freedom to waken 
The ancient people. 


In books by Engels 
Showing the path. 

Karen tells tales of 
The Paris Commune 


And the lessons that Marx 
Drew from that passion. 


Mae crm Sonawa Yo Ait 


Peter i is s exiled 

(but so once was Lenin) 

As his train hurtles towards 
Siberia. 


Ramona is hiding. 
Gestapo are searching 
And soon will find her 
Defiant! 


Me, I’m alone. 

The dreams we've been shaping 
Are waiting for workers 

To wake them. 


Fifty years later 

The state still remains — 
It will feed on itself 

If we let it. 


5» me We'd built up Russia tee 

WE To meet our vast needs if 
But now when we re close ‘tips 
We are newly oppressed. 2 


Our people are not hungry 
Like so many in America 
But our freedoms conflict 
With this drudging toil. 


"t 
Our artists are taken ? 
To psychiatric treatments 
When they pamphleteer 


Against abuse of the State. 


& Though work was so heavy ` 
. We were never alienated 

j Because we were meeting the 
The needs of the people, 


But now that the State i 
Brings in private business E 
Our labor is turned not to needs © 

But to money. 


Ramona reads passages 
Of Trotsky aloud — 

And they all lie in "d A 
Of discovery. aie 


Never do we say T 
=< Socialism s bad; 

Tomorrow is Sunday, oou. Only bureaucrasy; i 
A day free from work, ~ «4 Only unfeeling. f 
So the night is long 
And filled with vision. 


Fifty years later 
Ramona and I 


To secret meeting iii. Can no longer afford D 
ia Fifty years later To sigh, and to smile n 
Karen collapses And say we are proud. i 


After going through 


Intensive questionning. ^ Fifty years later 


e rc Eg 
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Fifty years later 

Let true communism come, 
To greet it we run 

With tears and open, 
Pers arms. 


ucts. And that could be a risky business! 
Only increased productivity can get the Russian 
economy going again and the quickest way to get it 
is to buyit from the U.S. Ergo: Russia could become 
amajor market for American businessmen. 

What's revolutionary here, says Fortune, is the 
U.S. Government's decision to let it happen...to per- 
mit our technology to go to Russia’s rescue. 

Fortune saw it coming way last May when we 
ran a story on the first major contract with a U.S. 
firm— for the design of the world's biggest foundry, 
990 miles east of Moscow. 
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letters to the e 


Once again a recruiter for a 
blood-thirsty bunch of the U.S. 
Department of Defense was 
kicked off of our campus and 
once again STATESMAN editors 
and other assorted liberals 
piously defended the right of 
these murderers to recruit more 
murderers. The dastardly act was 
committed on Tuesday Jan. 30. 
During that day some 
twenty-five people carried away 
-a literature table that two U.S. 
Marine Corps recruiters set up. 
At least twenty-five people came 


wees 


ISLANDS 


See: | 
Oj 
| 


25 Aseo S alic. 


God on Martia'-Law Issue 


MANILLA, Nov. 28 (UPI)— 
President Ferdinand E. Marcos 
said todav he had decided to 
place the | Philippines... under 
martial law after consulting God . 
and receiving “several signs" 
from Him to act. 

Mr. Marcos told the Philip- 
pine Historical Association that 
he signed a martial-law procla- 
mation one week before it was 
announced, then decided to re- 
consider the move. 

"I wanted a period in which 
I would commune with myself 
and commune with God," he 
said, "and ask Him whether it 
was correct for me to proclaim) 
martial law. i asked for a sign. 
and he gave me several signs." 

"[ told myself if this occurs," 
he said, "I will immediately 
order martial law. And it did! 
occur. Jt seems as if I was be-' 
ing led and guided bv some 
strange mind above\me.” ~™ 

Mr. Marcos did not sav what 
Signs he received. | 


| Elephant Herd Takes’ 


Baby From the Police | 


COLOMBO, Ceylon (AP)— 


An enraged mother ele- 

t phant -succeeded in getting 

her baby released from po- 
| lice custody. 

The . police» hud», rescued 

the young elephant from a 

jungle Well and tied her to. a 


palm tree. That night the 
mother, backed bv 13 older 
elephants, charged the po- 
lice post. | 

The babv was released and 
all the elephants disappeared 
into the juncic. 
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À Dead Man 
Kills Again 


BEAURECUEIL, France 
(AP)—Jean Pica has killed 
another man — eight days 
after his own suicide. 


to their senses and realized that 
it is time to stop bullshitting 
about all the nasty doings of the 
U.S. Department of Defense and 
to start doing something about 
it. 

A decision to support or 
condemn a particular activity 
must be based on the effect that 
the activity will have on the real 
world. This is what the Stony 
Brook defenders of the U.S, 
Marine Corps have failed to do. 
They obviously feel that abstract. 
principles are more important 


. ome pio Ren 


ditor 


than the lives of innocent 
people. 

Before taking a position on 
this “‘controversial’’ incident, 
you must first ask yourself “Do 
I want to fruther or obstruct the 
goals of the U.S. Marine Corps?" 
Assuming that you want to 
obstruct the goals of the 
Marines, then the only basis on 
which you can evaluate the 
"infamous Jan. 30 Incident” is 
on whether or not it helped or 
hindered the Marine Corps. 

The implication of 
STATESMAN's arguments in 


The U.S. Department of 
Defense and other organized 
criminals owe a great debt to 
STATESMAN, Joe (Woodstock) 
Kimble, Ernie Christensen and 
Mark Dawson. Where would the 
U.S. Marine Corps be without 
their host of liberals to support 
and apologize for their 
murderous activities under a 
flimsy veil of freedom of 
speech." To support U.S. Marine 
Corps recruiting is to support 
U.S. Marine Corps murder. Who 
do you support? It is clear who 
STATESMAN supports. 
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Marcos Says He Consulted 
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The ebullient owner agreed to i 
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Sardis in New York City, the bill 
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only 24% months overdue. Eat! 
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It brought to six the to- 
tal who have died since 
Pica shot himself—all vic- 
tims of booby traps he left 
behind in his house. er, 


The last victim, who died 
yesterday, was going 
through the ruins of Pica's 
house looking for explo- 
sives. A booby -trapped 
charge was hidden in a 
basket in the cellar, and it 
went off. 


OW AALLLLLLELLLLLLLLLLEE, oL t 

Somctimes, after spending a couple of months at Stony Brook. 
you forget what good food tastes like. After eating on the meai 
plan, or ripping-off the supermarkets, you begin to think that 
“class” is equivalent to eating out at Goody’s. So when 2 Balloon 
members went around for ads, stopping at a restaurant in a 
shopping center on Route 25, we didn’t expect much. 


sample a meal from the menu. Did we say "sample?" We literally Ñ 
wallowed in the best, read that again, 
had in Suffolk County. Over a good bottle of wine we dined on 
Chicken Kiev and Egg Plant Rollatine, salad and garlic bread, and 
some delicious bourgeois dessert of French ice-cream and brandy. 


perhaps $6 each, including wine and tax -- hardly a staggering sum 
for a full dinner, even for impoverished students. 


So, if you've got a date, or you're with some friends, got a 
paper to write or finals to study for, head. on down to the 2 
Sisters Restaurant on Rte. 25$, t of Nicholl's Road -- do your 
work there over a delicious dinner. Tell them the Red Balloon 
sent you -- after all, this is the only recommendation we've ever 
made. It's got to be something special. And say hello to Chef 
Bruno for us too. Maybe he'll forget that this paper with his ad is 


Pica, a retired minework- 


house in this Ititle village 
last week, He shot the Mav- 
or, critically wounding him, 
and then killed himself. 
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support of the Marines is that 
they would allow the American 
Nazi Party to set up a recruiting 
table in the Union. They would 
accept ads in their paper that 
advocated the extermination of 
Jews and Blacks. STATESMAN 
would have no qualms about 
this, because they believe that 
the abstract principle of freedom 
of speech is more important 
than the effect that the granting Mary Lou Friend 
of this freedom to Nazis would Ronald Friend 
have. Diane Garrett 

It matters little to Howard Goldman 


STATESMAN editors that the edi ic RH 
U.S. Marines have killed J h Me 
innocent people in Vietnam, Vivek M E 
Laos, Cambodia, Thailand, d a E: a 
Dominican Republic, Nicaragua, R bas fie m 
etc. and will continue to commit Dated Pleas 
more murders. According to Paul R b 
STATESMAN's warped euch abad 


priorities the preservation of the St cee. 
Marines freedom of speech is ep a em 
EE once Bus s James W. Stacher 
preservation of innocent lives. Ruth E 
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-[wo Sisters ~ 


Restavcant 
No&TH LTAUAN Cuisine 


prepared by 


CHEF ORUNO 


lornaeriy head chef of Sardi’s East 
and specialist cook for 
La Caravelle Restaurant, NYC 


I800 Jericho Turnpike , Centereach 
7One of the finest cusine on Long Island ~ 


tel. 588-9779 bor reservations 


1 mile West of Nicols Road_ 


the BEST food we've ever 


Although the treat was on Chef Bruno, formally head Chef of 


would have come out to 
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The next day the land- e 

lady, two policemen and a 
loeksmith went to the 
house to take possession. 
As they opened the door, 
explosives went off, bring- 
ing the house down and 
killing all four, plus a ten- 
ant inside. 


was evicted from his 
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The issue that | am about do discuss came out of some hassles 
that have been going on within the Stony Brook left. We, at least 
|, have concluded that we have not been reaching masses of 
people. | feel that one of the reasons for this (though not the 
only) is that people no longer bother to listen to us. Be it an issue 
of the Red Balloon, a letter in Statesman, a leaflet, speaker, 
forum, etc., most people are so turned off to reading and listening 
to people speak to them, that they will no longer bother to pick 
up any literature or stop to listen to what's being said. For those 
that do have a copy of whatever was printed it's probably because 
we stuffed it in their hands at the entrance to the Union or they 
didn't want to seem impolite by refusing one, or it was slipped 
under their door in the dorms. | don't think that most of these 
people that do have the leaflet or paper take the time out to read 
and think about it. How many get past the headlines or cartoons 
or the first few sentences before getting bored? How many 
seriously think about what they've been given? | don't think it's 
many. Why? 


The people that the Balloon and other left wing campus groups 
deal with and try to relate to the most has been by and large 
students, undergraduate college students. These students are 
coming off of at least twelve years of Amerikan public schooiing. 
The only time most of these people ever read anything was 
because they had to. It was an assignment, the teacher said so, 
etc. 


In the eighth grade | had to read Romeo and Juliet. We had to 
keep a little notebook of answers for these questions that the 
teacher gave us about each scene. We.cut out a strip of questions 
for every scene with our Snippy scissors and pasted it onto a page 
in our notebook. 


How does the mood in Scene IV, Act 23 sub-scene LXIX 
contrast with the previous one? 


D 


— diem Why did Capulet say to Montague “May you find yourself up 
ey Shit Creek without a paddle? 
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Boys & Girls, 

Here's your chance to win fame and glory. 
Just write in 25 words or less why you think 
capitalism is bad. That's all there is to it. 


Submit all entries to us c/o! 
| Polity, Red Balloon contest] 
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Winners will have their names published 
along with their answers in the RED BALL- 
OON and will be guests of honor at a RED 
BALLOON celebration party. 


Send in as many posícards as you want. 
Include your name, organization (if any), 
and your phone & address. 
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RED BALLOON staffers & their relatives 
are ineligible. Send to RED BALLOON, 
c/o Polity, Student Union Building. FABRIC Domanzea 
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THIS IS FOR REAL. We're not kidding. good selechon of basic fabr 
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Renees Knitting 
and Needlework 


3 VILLAGE PLAZA 9 RTE. 25A 
151-3386 SETAUKET 


—crochet & knit with our beautiful 
natural oil wools 


—knit yourself a poncho or cape of 
Icelandic Lopi yarn, in a Sandinavian 
design 

—hook a rug 

—needlepoint a pillow 

—embroider a picture 


Don't just sit there— 


Visit Renee's Yarn Shop— 


You ll Love It!! 


Then we'd get a test in which we had to match a long list of 
obscure, minute characters with another list of obscure, minute 
characteristics. And one list was always longer than the other. 


After that | hated Shakespeare. 


Then we read Jack London's The Call of the Wild. We did the 
same thing. On the test they asked us about some character 
whose name appeared in the entire book once-count-'em-once, 
and was totally and completely irrelevant to anything and 
everything that the book had to do with. 


Who was Y assabelle? 
: "Why, the Mexican hairless of course." was the proper answer. 
After that, | hated Jack London. 


Then it was on to Dickens, Robert Frost, Faulkner, Beowulf, 
you name it. 


I hated them too. 


The same phenomenon occurred in history. My history books 
told me 


Amerika killed all the Indians and North 
Koreans, enslaved the Africans and 
dropped the bomb on Hiroshima and 
Nagasaki because they were all shiftless 
and lazy and stood in the way of Manifest 
Destiny. 


Remember that one, Manifest Destiny? 


It's really too bad. I’ve always felt that | have an inquisitive 
mind. | have an interest in many, many subjects, and spend a 
good deal of my spare. time doing some reading in them. It's not 
really the subjects that are taught in schools that | dislike, it's the 
way in which they're taught. When | thumb through a Stony 
Brook Undergraduate Bulletin, the course descriptions all seem so 
interesting and exciting. For a while | can't make up my mind 
about which courses to take. But this is just one of my weaker 
moments when | get caught up in confusing my hopes with 
reality. Then | remember that the courses are going to be bullshit- 
just like all the courses I've ever taken. It’s getting so that I'm 
afraid to take a course in a subject that | like because | don't 
want my love for that subject to be smothered. 


Most students are fed up, if not outwardly, at least 
subconsciously, with this kind of "learning" process. What results 
from all this is that students no longer want to read or study 
because, taking into consideration the context in which it was 
done, most of what they're read and studied in the past was 
bullshit. No one wants to learn anymore. No one wants to think. 
Thinking? What a drag. 


That's where the whole problem lies. No one wants to think 
. ter themselves. The public school system is designed to-make you... _____ 
not to want to think and reason things out by yourself. It's 
obvious to see why they want to do this. If everyone in this 
country would think independently, Amerika wouldn't last 
another day the wav it is. There are always a couple of people 
' that break out of this conditioning, but unfortunately it's never a 
complete break and it's always too few. 


If you want to improve the education and mental health of our 
people, the most effective thing you can do is blow up a school 
ici (and there's more to do after that). Think about it. 
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CLOSED WEDNESDAY TELEPHONE 


941.4166 


Three Village Opticians Ine. 


MAIN STREET, EAST SETAUKET, N. Y. 11733 


ELNA RUTHE 
584-9522 928-0475 
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eS a special SETULCE shop 


for knitters 
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PAOLO OR E QOO OO OE OR NOLO OLEO EORR 


408 MAIN STREET PORT JEFFERSON, N. Y. 
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| RTE. 25A & NICHOLLS RD. 751-1904 
| SETAUKET N.Y. 


THE 
CORNER BOOKSTORE 


10 A.M.—6 P.M. | 
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T? Ma OF YoU WHO HELPED 

Me MAKE THIS VICTORY POSSIRLE. 
Pie AND NOW THAT iT 1S AlL 
1 fix ERE 


Oh, we watched your painted faces 

grin, victorious 

but for the clown' s performance; 

& he (knowing fully his role), chose to 
ever be buffoon. 

Fine, fine victory, hardly victory 
except in meaningless digits 
turning, turning, turning... 


Oh, we laughed as you jested, but 
don't think we didn't catch that frantic momentary glare -- 
No, don’t think we didn’t, 
Nor your mouth worming off your face, the screen, 
& you were speechless but for the 
1812 Overture saluting Freedom 
victory, temporarily. 


& then, when you thought you had snared us, 
trapped us as spectators, 
watching you nibble away at 
their minds, turning them to mush, 
We peaked. And the black empty night 
streaked maroon, dead leaves, 
Indians in your towers, 
Network Maroon Web. 
The skies soared above us & 
heaved, perhaps a little, & 
spit out a 2-cent piece, which 
you pocketed -- 
You bastard, laugh now! 
Yes, a fine, fine victory over a clown. 
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Claribel waltzes, smiles, prays, delivers 
us, he thinks, simulacrum fool. 


We watched the trees, joined the trees, 
nervously watched for the shrieking red lights 
that meant the arrival of gestapo. : 


We bombed D.C. last night. 

Capitol, Whitehouse, Pentagon are dead. 

Still you laugh -- but we saw that fleeting paranoia, 
That momentary glance crawl your spine. 


Look over your shoulder, Richard! 
Under your poor virgin bed, Richard! 
We unleash all the forces at our command against you: 
The flowers, the leaves, our bodies and minds 
march against you. 


Look again, Richard! Is there some 
brazen hostility that your tremendous 
electoral landslide didn't sweep away? 

Do you detect a bullwhip crashing overhead? 


It is not only thunder, Richard, it is 
RAGE! RAGE! RAGE! 
That will tumble you, tear open your chest 
and devour 
you. 


Yes, we watched you, Richard, in all your glory. 
The Vietnamese will capture Saigon -- 
It snowed the first time this morning. 
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Vou RE ALl UNDER 
ARREST. 
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